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I 


'T'HEY  that  in  play  can  do  the  thing  they  would 
Having  an  inftindl  throned  in  reafon’s  place, 
— And  every  perfect  adion  hath  the  grace 
Of  indolence  or  thoughtlefs  hardihood — 

Thefe  are  the  beft  ; yet  be  there  workmen  good 
Who  lofe  in  earneftnefs  control  of  face 
Or  reckon  means  and  rapt  in  effort  bafe 
Reach  to  their  ends  by  fteps  well  underftood. 

Me  whom  thou  fawff  of  late  ffrive  with  the  pains 
Of  one  who  fpends  his  ftrength  to  rule  his  nerve — 
Even  as  a painter  breathlefsly  who  ftrains 
His  fcarcely  moving  hand  left  it  ftiould  fwerve— - 
Behold  me  now  free  from  the  care  that  ftains 
And  mailer  of  the  art  I chofe  to  fervc. 


II 


For  thou  art  mine.  O now  I am  alliamed 
To  have  ufed  means  to  win  fo  pure  acquift 
And  of  my  trembling  fear  that  might  have  miffed 
Thro’  very  care  the  gold  at  which  I aimed  : 

And  am  as  happy  but  to  hear  thee  named. 

As  are  thofe  gentle  fouls  by  angels  kiffed 
In  pictures  feen  leaving  their  marble  cift 
To  go  before  the  throne  of  grace  unblamed. 

Nor  furer  am  I water  hath  the  skill 
To  quench  my  thirft  or  that  my  ftrength  is  freed 
In  meafure,  grace  and  motion  as  I will 
Than  that  to  be  myfelf  is  all  I need 
For  thee  to  be  moft  mine  : fo  I Hand  ftill 
And  fave  to  tafte  my  joy  no  more  take  heed. 


/ 


III 


1 HE  whole  world  now  is  but  the  minifter 
Of  thee  to  me  : I fee  no  other  fcheme 
But  univerfal  love  from  timelefs  dream 
Waking  to  thee  his  joy’s  interpreter. 

I walk  around  and  in  the  fields  confer 
Of  love  at  large  with  tree  and  flower  and  ftream 
And  lift  the  lark  defcant  upon  my  theme. 
Heaven’s  mufical  accepted  worlhipper. 

Thy  fmile  outfaceth  ill : and  that  old  feud 
’Twixt  things  and  me  is  quaflied  in  our  new  truce 
And  Nature  now  dearly  with  thee  endued 
No  more  in  fliame  ponders  her  old  excufe 
But  quite  forgets  her  frowns  and  antics  rude 
So  kindly  hath  Ihe  grown  to  her  new  ufe. 


IV 


The  very  names  of  things  we  love  are  dear 
And  founds  will  gather  beauty  from  their  fenfe, 

As  many  a face  thro’  love’s  long  refidence 
Groweth  to  fair  inftead  of  plain  and  fere  : 

But  when  I fay  thy  name  it  hath  no  peer 
And  I fuppofe  fortune  determined  thence 
Her  dower,  that  fuch  beauty’s  excellence 
Should  have  a perfect  title  for  the  ear : 

For  I muft  think  the  adopting  Mufes  chofe 
Their  fons  by  name,  knowing  none  would  be  heard 
Or  writ  fo  oft  in  all  the  world  as  thofe  : 
ban  Chaucer,  mighty  Shakelpeare,  then  for  third 
The  claflic  Milton,  and  to  us  arole 
Shelley  with  liquid  mufic  in  the  word. 


V 


The  poets  were  good  teachers  for  they  taught 
Earth  had  this  joy,  but  that  ’twould  ever  be 
That  fortune  fhould  be  perfe<5ted  in  me 
My  heart  of  hope  dared  not  engage  the  thought. 

So  I ftood  low,  and  now  but  to  be  caught 
By  any  felf-ftyled  lords  of  the  age  with  thee 
Vexes  my  modefty,  left  they  Ihould  fee 
I hold  them  owls  and  peacocks,  things  of  nought. 

And  when  we  lit  alone,  and  as  I pleafe 
I tafte  thy  love’s  full  fmile  and  can  enftate 
The  pleafure  of  my  kingly  heart  at  eafe  : 

My  thought  fwims  like  a Ihip,  that  with  the  weight 
Of  her  rich  burden  fleeps  on  the  infinite  feas 
Becalmed,  and  cannot  ftir  her  golden  freight. 


Vi* 


While  yet  we  wait  for  fpring  'and  from  the  dry 
And  blackening  eaft  that  fo  embitters  March, 

Well  houfed  muft  watch  grey  fields  and  meadows  parch 
And  driven  duft  and  withering  fnowflake  fly  : 

Already  in  glimpfes  of  the  tarniftied  sky 
The  fun  is  warm  and  beckons  to  the  larch, 

And  where  the  covert  hazels  interarch 
Their  taflelled  twigs,  fair  beds  of  primrofe  lie. 

Beneath  the  crifp  and  wintry  carpet  hid 
A million  buds  but  ftay  their  bloflbming. 

And  truftfiil  birds  have  built  their  nefts  amid 
The  fhuddering  boughs,  and  only  wait  to  fing 
Till  one  foft  Ihower  from  the  fbuth  fhall  bid 
And  hither  tempt  the  pilgrim  fteps  of  fpring. 


In  thee  my  fpring  of  life  hath  bid  the  while 
A rofe  unfold  beyond  the  fummer’s  beft. 

The  myftery  of  joy  made  manifeft 
In  love’s  self-anfwering  and  awakening  fmile  ; 
Whereby  the  lips  in  filence  reconcile 
Defire  with  peace,  and  pleading  in  arreft 
Of  paflion,  (hew  the  beauty  left  unguefled 
Of  Greece  to  adorn  at  laft  the  Tufcan  ftyle  : 

When  firfl:  the  wonder  conquering  faith  had  kenned 
Fancy  pourtrayed,  above  the  ftrength  of  oath 
Revealed  of  God  or  light  of  poem  penned. 

The  countenance  of  ancient-plighted  troth 
’Twixt  heaven  and  earth,  that  in  one  moment  blend 
The  hope  of  one  and  happinefs  of  both. 


VIII 


For  beauty  being  the  beft  of  all  we  know 
Sums  up  the  unfearchable  and  fecret  aims 
Of  nature,  and  on  joys  whofe  heavenly  names 
Were  never  told  can  form  and  fenfe  beftow. 
And  man  hath  fped  his  inftind  to  outgo 
Nature  in  found  and  fliape,  and  daily  frames 
Much  for  himfelf  to  countervail  his  fliames, 
Building  a tower  above  the  head  of  woe. 

And  never  was  there  work  for  beauty  found 
Fairer  than  this,  that  fhe  fliould  make  to  ceafe 
The  jarring  woes  that  in  the  world  abouxid. 
Nay  with  his  forrow  may  his  fmiles  encreafe 
If  from  man’s  greater  need  beauty  redound 
And  claim  his  tears  for  homage  of  his  peace. 


IX 


Thus  to  thy  beauty  doth  my  fond  heart' look 
That  late  difmayed  her  faithlefs  faith  forbore 
And  wins  again  her  love  loft  in  the  lore 
Of  fchools  and  fcript  of  many  a learned  book  : 
For  thou  what  ruthlefs  death  untimely  took 
Shalt  now  in  better  brotherhood  reftore 
And  fave  my  battered  fhip  that  far  from  ft i ore 
High  on  the  difmal  deep  in  tempeft  fliook. 

So  in  defpite  of  forrow  lately  learned 
I ftill  hold  true  to  truth  fince  thou  art  true, 

Nor  wail  the  woe  which  thou  to  joy  haft  turned 
Nor  come  the  heavenly  fun  and  bathing  blue 
To  my  life’s  need  more  fplendid  and  unearned 
Than  hath  thy  gift  outmatched  delire  and  due. 


X 


Winter  was  not  unkind  because  uncouth, 

His  prifoned  time  made  me  a clofer  gueft 
And  gave  thy  graciousnefs  a warmer  zeil: 

Biting  all  elfe  with  keen  and  angry  tooth  : 

And  bravelier  the  triumphant  blood  of  youth 
Mantling  thy  cheek  its  happy  home  pofTeft 
And  fterner  fport  by  day  put  ftrength  to  teft 
And  cuftom’s  feaft  at  night  gave  tongue  to  truth. 

Or  fay  hath  flaunting  fummer  a device 
To  match  our  midnight  revelry  that  rang 
With  fteel  and  flame  along  the  fnow-girt  ice  ? 

Or  when  we  harked  to  nightingales  that  fang 
On  dewy  eves  in  fpring,  did  they  entice 
To  gentler  love  than  winter’s  icy  fang  ? 


XI 


There's  many  a would-be  poet  at  this  hour 
Rhymes  of  a love  and  truth  he  never  wooed 
And  o’er  his  lamplit  desk  in  folitude 
Deems  that  he  fitteth  in  the  Mufes’  bower; 

And  while  fuch  thewlefs  kine  the  fat  devour 
And  ever  grow  the  leaner  for  their  food 
Men  look  askance  upon  an  art  purfued 
By  clerks  that  lack  the  pulfe  and  fmile  of  power; 

So  none  of  all  our  company,  1 boaft. 

But  now  would  mock  my  writing  could  they  fee 
How  down  the  right  it  maps  a jagged  coaft  : 

Seeing  they  hold  the  manlier  praife  to  be 
Strong  hand  and  will  and  the  heart  bell  When  nibft 
’Tis  fober,  fimple,  true  and  fancy-free. 


XII 


How  could  1 quarrel  or  blame  you  moft  dear 
Who  all  thy  virtues  gaveft  and  kept  back  none  : 
Kindnefs  and  gentlenefs,  truth  without  peer 
And  beauty  that  my  fancy  fed  upon  ? 

Now  not  my  life’s  contrition  for  my  fault 
Can  blot  that  day  nor  work  me  recompence, 

Tho’  I might  worthily  thy  worth  exalt 
Making  thee  long  amends  for  fliort  offence. 

For  furely  nowhere,  love,  if  not  in  thee 
Are  grace  and  truth  and  beauty  to  be  found  : 

And  all  my  praife  of  thefe  can  only  be 
A praife  of  thee,  howe’er  by  thee  difowned  : 

While  ftill  thou  muft  be  mine  tho’  far  removed. 
And  I for  one  offence  no  more  beloved. 


Xllt 


Now  fince  to  me  altho’  by  thee  refiifed 
The  world  is  left,  I fhall  find  pleafure  ftill  : 

The  art  I have  ever  loved  but  little  ufed 
Will  yield  a world  of  fancies  at  my  will. 

And  tho’  where’er  thou  goeft  it  is  from  me, 

I where  I go  thee  in  my  heart  muft  bear : 

And  what  thou  wert  that  wilt  thou  ever  be. 

My  choice,  my  beft,  my  loved  and  only  fair. 

Farewell,  yet  think  not  fuch  farewell  a change 
From  tendernefs,  tho’  once  to  meet  or  part 
But  on  fhort  abfence  fo  could  fenfe  derange 
That  tears  have  graced  the  greeting  of  my  heart : 

They  were  proud  drops  and  had  my  leave  to  fall : 
Not  on  thy  pity  for  my  pain  to  call. 


XIV 


When  fometimes  in  an  ancient  houfe  where  ftate 
From  noble  anceftry  is  handed  on, 

We  fee  but  defolation  thro’  the  gate 
And  richeft  heirlooms  all  to  ruin  gone  : 

Becaule  maybe  fome  fancied  fliariie  or  fear 
Bred  of  difeafe  or  melancholy  fate 
Hath  driven  the  owner  from  his  rightful  fphere 
To  wander  namelefs  fave  to  pity  or  hate. 

What  is  the  wreck  of  all  he  hath  in  fief 
When  he  that  hath  is  wrecking  ? nought  is  fine 
Vnto  the  fick,  nor  doth  it  burden  grief 
That  the  houle  perifh  when  the  foul  doth  pine. 

Thus  I may  ftate  deipife,  flain  by  a fting 
So  (light  ’twould  not  have  hurt  a meaner  thing. 


XV 


*1  ^ 7H0  builds  a ftiip  mull  firft  lay  down  the  keel 
^ ^ Of  health,  whereto  the  ribs  of  mirth  are  wed 
And  knit  with  beams  and  knees  of  ftrength,  a bed 
For  decks  of  purity,  her  floor  and  ceil. 

Vpon  her  mails,  adventure,  pride  and  zeal. 

To  fortune’s  wind  the  fails  of  purpofe  fpread  : 

And  at  the  prow  make  figured  maidenhead 
O’erride  the  feas  and  anfwer  to  the  wheel. 

And  let  him  deep  in  memory’s  hold  have  llored 
Water  of  Helicon  : and  let  him  fit 
The  needle  that  doth  true  with  heaven  accord  : 
Then  bid  her  crew,  love,  diligence  and  wit 
With  juftice,  courage,  temperance  come  aboard. 
And  at  her  helm  the  mafter  realon  fit. 


XVI 


This  world  is  unto  God  a work  of  art 
Of  which  the  unaccompliihed  heavenly  plan 
Lives  in  his  mafterpiece  andjgrows  with  man 
Vnto  perfedion  and  fuccefs  in  part. 

The  ultimate  creation  ftayed  to  ftart 
From  the  laft  creature  for  whom  all  began  : 
Who  child  in  what  he  is  and  what  he  can 
Hath  yet  God’s  judgement  and  defire  at  heart. 

Knowledge  denied  him^  and  his  little  skill 
Cumbered  by  laws  he  never  can  annul. 

Baffled  by  qualities  adverfe  and  ill. 

With  feeble  hands,  few  years  and  fenfes  dull. 
His  art  is  nature’s  nature,  and  love  ftill 
Makes  his  abode  with  the  moft  beautiful. 


XVII 


Say  who  be  thefe  light-bearded  funburnt  faces 
In  negligent  and  travel-ftained  array 
That  in  the  city  of  Dante  come  to-day 
Haughtily  vifiting  her  holy  places  ? 

O thefe  be  noble  men  that  hide  their  graces. 
True  England’s  blood,  her  ancient  glory’s  ftay. 
By  tales  of  fame  diverted  on  their  way 
Home  from  the  rule,  of  oriental  races. 

Life-trifling  lions  thefe,  of  gentle  eyes 
And  motion  delicate,  but  fwift  to  fire 
For  honour,  paflionate  where  duty  lies, 

Moft  loved  and  loving  ; and  they  quickly  tire 
Of  Florence,  that  (he  one  day  more  denies 
The  embrace  of  wife  and  fon,  of  fifter  or  fire. 


xviq 


Where  San  Miniato’s  convent  from  the  fun 
At  forenoon  overlooks  the  city  of  flowers 
I fat,  and  gazing  on  her  domes  and  towers 
Called  up  her  famous  children  one  by  one : 

And  three  who  all  the  reft  had  far  outdone. 

Mild  Giotto  hrft,  who  ftole  the  morning  hours, 

I faw,  and  god-like  Buonarroti’s  powers. 

And  Dante,  graveft  poet,  her  much  wronged  fon. 

Is  all  this  glory,  I faid,  another’s  praife  ? 

Are  thefe  heroic  triumphs  things  of  old 
And  do  I dead  upon  the  living  gaze  ? 

Or  rather  doth  the  mind  that  can  behold 
The  wondrous  beauty  of  the  works  and  days 
Create  the  image  that  her  thoughts  enfold. 


XIX 


Rejoice  ye  dead,  where'er  your  fpirits  dwell, 
Rejoice  that  yet  on  earth  your  fame  is  bright 
And  that  your  names  remembered  day  and  night 
Live  on  the  lips  of  thofe  that  love  you  well. 
Rejoice  ye  living,  ye  that  now  excel 
And  guard  in  namelefs  homes  the  facred  light : 
Rejoice,  tho'  profperous  folly  in  her  fpite 
Banilh  all  them  tha!t  from  her  rule  rebel. 

For  the  world's  exile  hath  a richer  meed 
Than  a king's  favourite : he  fhall  arrive 
With  the  like  triumph  and  return  decreed 
To  him  who  ne'er  revifited  alive 
His  home  but  fang.  Doubt  not  I Jhall  fucceed 
For  all  the  hindrance  they  •within  contrive. 


XX 


Who  praifeth  ? If  the  poet  have  not  known 
His  work  is  beautiful,  none  can  perfuade  : 

Nor  doth  our  time  that  fo  wrongs  Handel^s  fhade 
Contrive  his  condemnation  but  its  own. 

The  comment  writ  on  Shakefpeare  hath  not  fliewn 
The  perfect  judgement  that  alive  he  laid 
On  his  own  work,  which  taketh  fince  ^twas  made 
Grace  nor  difgrace  fave  but  of  love  alone. 

And  love  in  loving  nothing  that  is  vile 
Knows  not  the  error  of  the  mind,  nor  fears 
To  let  his  feal  in  fecret  with  a fmile : 

But  O could  one  as  Purcell  win  the  tears 
Of  love,  fuch  praife  were  more  than  to  beguile 
The  learned  fancies  of  a thoufand  years. 


XXI 


The  world  ftill  goeth  about  to  Ihew  and  hide. 

Befooled  of  all  opinion,  fond  of  fame  : 

But  he  that  can  do  well  taketh  no  pride 
And  fee’th  his  error,  undifturbed  by  fhame  : 

So  poor’s  the  beft  our  longeft  days  can  do. 

The  moft  fo  little,  diligently  done. 

So  mighty  is  the  beauty  that  doth  woo, 

So  vaft  the  joy  that  love  from  love  hath  won. 

God’s  love  to  win  is  eafy,  for  He  loveth 
Defire’s  fair  attitude,  nor  ftridly  weighs 
The  broken  thing,  but  all  alike  approveth 
Which  love  hath  aimed  at  Him  : that  is  heaven’s  praife 
And  if  we  look  for  any  praife  on  earth  ' 

’Tis  in  man’s  love  : all  elfe  is  nothing  worth. 


xxn 


O flesh  and  blood,  comrade  to  tragic  pain 
And  clownifh  merriment : whofe  fenfe  could  wake 
Sermons  in  (tones,  and  count  death  but  an  ache^ 
All  things  as  vanity,  yet  nothing  vain : 

The  world  fet  in  thy  heart  thy  pafltonate  (train 
Revealed  anew  ; but  thou  for  man  did(t  make 
Nature  twice  natural,  only  to  (hake 
Her  kingdom  with  the  creatures  of  thy  brain. 

Lo  Shakefpeare,  (ince  thy  time  nature  is  loth 
To  yield  to  art  her  fair  fupremacy  j 
In  conquering  one  thou  ha(t  fo  enriched  both. 
What  (hall  I fay  ? for  God — whole  wife  decree 
Confirmeth  all  He  did  by  all  He  doth — 

Doubled  His  whole  creation  making  thee. 


xxrn 


I wovLD  be  a bird,  and  ftraight  on  wings  I arife 
And  carry  purpofe  up  to  the  ends  of  the  air  : 

In  calm  and  ftorm  my  fails  1 feather  and  where 
By  freezing  cliffs  the  unranfomed  wreckage  lies  : 

Or  ftrutting  on  hot  meridian  banks  furprife 
The  filence  : over  plains  in  the  moonlight  bare 
I chafe  my  fliadow  and  perch  where  no  bird  dare 
Jn  treetops  torn  by  fierceft  winds  of  the  skies. 

Poor  fimple  birds,  foolifh  birds ! then  I cry. 

Ye  pretty  pidtures  of  delight,  unftirred 
By  the  only  joy  of  knowing  that  ye  fly  : 

Ye  are  not  what  ye  are,  but  rather,  fummed  in  a word. 
The  alphabet  of  a god’s  idea,  and  I 
Who  mafter  it,  I am  the  only  bird. 


XXIV 


0 WEARY  pilgrims  chaunting  of  your  woe 
That  turn  your  eyes  to  all  the  peaks  that  fliine. 
Hailing  in  each  the  citadel  divine 

The  which  ye  thought  to  have  entered  long  ago  ' 
Vntil  at  length  your  feeble  fteps  and  flow 
Falter  upon  the  threfliold  of  the  flirine. 

And  your  hearts  overburdened  doubt  in  fine 
Whether  it  be  Jerufalem  or  no  : 

Diflieartened  pilgrims,  I am  one  of  you. 

For  having  worfliipped  many  a barren  face 

1 fcarce  now  greet  the  goal  I journeyed  to  : 

I ftand  a pagan  in  the  heavenly  place. 

Beneath  the  lamp  of  truth  I am  found  untrue 
And  queftion  with  the  glory  I embrace. 


XX\' 


Spring  hath  her  own  bright  days  of  calm  and  peace 
Her  melting  air,  at  every  breath  we  draw, 

Floods  heart  with  love  to  praife  God’s  gracious  law 
But  fuddenly — fo  fliort  is  pleafure’s  leafe — 

The  cold  returns,  the  buds  from  growing  ceafe 
And  nature’s  conquered  face  is  full  of  awe  : 

As  now  the  traitrous  north  with  icy  flaw 
Freezes  the  dew  upon  the  fick  lamb’s  fleece. 

And  ’neath  the  mock  fun  fearching  everywhere 
Rattles  the  crifped  leaves  with  fliivering  din  : 

So  that  the  birds  are  fllent  with  defpair 
Within  the  thickets,  nor  their  armour  thin 
Will  gaudy  flies  adventure  in  the  air 
Nor  any  lizard  fun  his  fpotted  skin. 


XXVI 


Nothing  is  joy  without  thee  : I can  find 
No  rapture  in  the  firft  relays  of  fpring. 

In  fongs  of  birds,  in  young  buds  opening, 
Nothing  infpiriting  and  nothing  kind  : 

For  lack  of  thee  who  once  wert  throned  behind 
All  beauty,  like  a ftrength  where  graces  cling  : 
The  jewel  and  heart  of  light  which  everything 
Wreftled  in  rivalry  to  hold  enfhrined. 

Ah  ! fince  thou’rt  fled  and  I in  each  fair  fight. 
The  fweet  occafion  of  my  joy  deplore. 

Where  fliall  I feek  thee  beft  or  whom  invite- 
Within  thy  facred  temples  and  adore  ? 

Who  fliall  fill  thought  and  truth  with  old  delight 
And  lead  my  foul  in  life  as  heretofore  ? 
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IThe  work  is  done  and  from  the  fingers  fall 
The  bloodwarm  tools[that  'brought  the  labour  thro'  : 
The  tasking  eye  that  overrunneth  all 
Refts,  and  affirms  there  is  no  more  to  do. 

Now  the  third  joy  of  making,  the  fweet  flower 
Of  blefled  work  bloometh  in  godlike  fpirit : 

Which  whofo  plucketh  holdeth  for  an  hour 
The  fhrivelling  vanity  of  mortal  merit. 

And  thou,  my  perfedt  work,  thou'rt  of  to-day : 
To-morrow  a poor  and  alien  thing  wilt  be. 

True  only  Ihould  the  fwift  life  ftand  at  ftay : 
Therefore  farewell  nor  look  to  bide  with  me. 

Go  find  thy  friends  if  there  be  one  to  love  thee  ; 
Gafting  thee  forth,  my  child,  I rife  above  thee. 
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The  fabled  feafnake,  old  Leviathan, 

Or  elfe  what  grifly  beaft  of  fcaly  chine 

That  champed  the  oceanwrack  and  fwafhed  the  brine 

Before  the  new  and  milder  days  of  man. 

Had  never  rib  nor  bray  nor  fwindging  fan 
Like  his  iron  fwimmer  of  the  Clyde  or  Tyne, 

Late  born  of  golden  feed  to  breed  a line 
Of  ofFfpring  fwifter  and  more,  huge  of  plan. 

Straight  is  her  going,  for  upon  the  fun 
When  once  fhe  hath  looked,  her  path  and  place  are  plain 
With  tirelefs  fpeed  fhe  fmiteth  one  by  one 
The  fhuddering  feas  and  foams  along  the  main : 

And  her  eafed  breath  when  her  wild  race  is  run 
Roars  thro’  her  noftrils  like  a hurricane. 
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A THOVSAND  times  hath  in  my  heart's  behoof 
^ My  tongue  been  fet  his  paflion  to  impart : 

A thoufand  times  hath  my  too  coward  heart 
My  mouth  reclofed  and  fixed  it  to  the  roof : 

Then  with  fuch  cunning  hath  it  held  aloof, 

A thoufand  times  kept  filence  with  fuch  art 
That  words  could  do  no  more  : yet  on  thy  part 
Hath  filence  given  a thoufand  times  reproof. 

I fliould  be  bolder,  feeing  I commend 
Love  that  my  dilatory  purpofe  primes. 

But  fear  left  with  my  fears  my  hope  fhould  end. 
Nay  I would  truth  deny  arid  burn  my  rhymes. 
Renew  my  forrows  rather  than  oflFend, 

A thoufand  times  and  yet  a thoufand  times. 
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1 TRAVEL  to  thee  with  the  fun’s  firft  rays 
That  lift  the  dark  weft  and  unwrap  the  night : 

I dwell  befide  thee  when  he  walks  the  height 
And  fondly  toward  thee  at  his  fetting  gaze. 

I wait  upon  thy  coming,  but  always — 

Dancing  to  meet  my  thoughts  if  they  invite — 
Thou  haft  outrun  their  longing  with  delight 
And  in  my  (olitude  doft  mock  my  praife. 

I well  might  fay  ’twere  better  not  to  have  been 
Than  fuch  I am  to  be  for  fuch  as  thou  : 

And  couldft  thou  love  me  more  my  heart  I’d  wean 
And  win  a claim  that  none  could  difallow  : 

But  fince  that  cannot  be,  O love,  I lean 
Vpon  thy  ftrength  and  ne’er  was  ftrong  till  now. 
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My  lady  pleafes  me  and  I pleafe  her. 

This  know  we  both  and  I befides  know  well 
Wherefore  I love  her  and  I love  to  tell 
My  love  as  all  my  loving  fongs  aver. 

But  what  on  her  part  could  the  paffion  ftir 
Tho’  ’tis  more  difficult  for  love  to  fpell 
Yet  can  I dare  divine  how  this  befel 
Nor  will  her  lips  deny  it  if  I err. 

She  loves  me  firft  becaufe  I love  her,  then 
Loves  me  for  knowing  why  ftie  fliould  be  loved. 
And  that  I love  to  praife  her,  loves  again. 

So  from  her  beauty  both  our  loves  are  moved 
And  by  her  beauty  are  fuftained,  nor  when 
The  earth  falls  from  the  fun  is  this  difproved, 
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In  all  things  beautiful  I cannot  fee 
Her  fit  or  ftand,  but  love  is  ftirred  anew  : 

’Tis  joy  to  watch  the  folds  fall  as  they  do, 
And  all  that  comes  is  paft  expectancy. 

If  file  be  filent,  filence  let  it  be  : 

He  who  would  bid  her  fpeak  might  fit  and  fue 
The  deep-browed  Phidian  Jove  to  be  untrue 
To  his  two  thoufand  years  folemnity. 

Ah  but  her  launched  paflion  when  fhe  fings 
Wins  on  the  hearing  like  a fhapen  prow 
Borne  by  the  maflery  of  its  urgent  wings  : 

Or  if  fhe  deign  her  wifdom,  file  doth  fhow 
She  hath  the  intelligence  of  heavenly  things 
Vnfullied  by  man’s  mortal  overthrow, 
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1"hvs  to  be  humbled  : His  that  ranging  pride 
No  refuge  hath  : that  in  his  caftle  ftrong 
Brave  reafon  fits  beleaguered  who  fo  long 
Kept  field  but  now  muft  ftarve  where  he  doth  hide 
That  induftry  who  once  the  foe  defied 
Lies  flaughtered  in  the  trenches  : that  the  throng 
Of  idle  fancies  pipe  their  foolifti  fong 
Where  late  the  puiflant  captains  fought  and  died. 

Thus  to  be  humbled  : His  to  be  undone^ 

A foreft  felled,  a city  razed  to  ground, 

A cloak  unfewn,  unwoven  and  unfpun 
Till  not  a thread  remains  that  can  be  wound* 

And  yet,  O lover,  thee  the  ruined  one 

Love  who  hath  humbled  thus  hath  alfo  crowned. 
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1 CARE  not  if  I livcj  tho’  life  and  bredth 
Have  never  been  to  me  fo  dear  and  fweet. 

I care  not  if  I die,  for  I could  meet— 

Being  fo  happy — happily  my  death. 

I care  not  if  I love  : to-day  ftie  faith 
She  loveth,  and  love’s  hiftory  is  complete. 

Nor  care  I if  fhe  love  me  : at  her  feet 
My  fpirit  bows  entranced  and  worfhippeth. 

I have  no  care  for  what  was  moft  my  care 
But  all  around  me  fee  frefh  beauty  born 
And  common  fights  grown  lovelier  than  they  were  : 

I dream  of  love,  and  in  the  light  of  morn 

Tremble  beholding  all  things  very  fair 

And  ftrong  with  ftrength  that  puts  my  ftrength  to  fcorn; 
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0 MX  goddefs  divine  fometimes  I fay  : 

Now  let  this  word  for  ever  and  all  fuffice  : 
Thou  art  infatiable,  and  yet  not  twice 
Can  even  thy  lover  give  his  foul  away  : 

And  for  my  adts,  that  at  thy  feet  I lay, 

For  never  any  other  by  device 

Of  wifdom  love  or  beauty  could  entice 
My  homage  to  the  meafure  of  this  day. 

I have  no  more  to  give  thee  : lo,  I have  fold 
My  life,  have  emptied  out  my  heart  and  fpent 
Whatever  I had  : till  like  a beggar,  bold 
With  nought  to  lofe,  I laugh  and  am  content. 
A beggar  kifTes  thee,  nay  love,  behold, 

1 fear  not ; thou  too  art  in  beggarment. 
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All  earthly  beauty  hath  one  caufe  and  proof, 

To  lead  the  pilgrim  foul  to  beauty  above  : 

Yet  lieth  the  greater  blifs  fo  far  aloof 

That  few  there  be  are  weaned  from  earthly  love. 

Joy’s  ladder  it  is,  reaching  from  home  to  home. 
The  beft  of  all  the  work  that  all  was  good  : 
Whereof  ’twas  writ  the  angels  aye  upclomb, 
Down  fped,  and  at  the  top  the  Lord  God  ftood. 

But  I my  time  abufe,  my  eyes  by  day 
Centered  on  thee,  by  night  my  heart  on  fire — 
Letting  my  numbered  moments  run  away — 

Nor  e’en  ’twixt  night  and  day  to  heaven  afpire. 

So  true  it  is  that  what  the  eye  feeth  not 
But  flow  is  loved  and  loved  is  foon  forgot. 
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Already  far  have  we  failed  out  to  fea, 

Enough  have  proved  our  bark  and  hear  the  roar 
Of  tempeft  overnigh  that  more  and  more 
Rages  and  lightens  on  the  whitened  lea. 

See  how  with  naked  mails  the  tall  Ihips  flee 
Like  frighted  phantoms  from  the  dangerous  Ihore, 
And  not  a boat  contrives  with  fail  or  oar 
To  Hem  the  foundering  waves  : how  then  fhall  we 

Now  time  it  is  to  make  for  port  and  hafte 
In  lafety  with  the  joy  our  perils  earn  : 

But  let  us  vow  that  firft  the  Ihrine  be  graced 
Of  him  who  moves  and  draws  all  fouls  that  yearn. 
With  fair  memorials  of  devotion  placed 
For  venturous  voyage  and  for  fafe  return. 
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HE  blifs  that  Adam  loft — eating  in  hafte — 

He  loft  not  all,  for  what  he  had  he  had  : 

And  ftill  his  fons  are  born  as  pure  and  glad 
As  he  when  firft  by  God  in  Eden  placed. 

But  what  he  won  for  them — daring  to  tafte — 

He  won  outright,  whether  for  good  or  bad  : 

And  in  his  footfteps  all  muft  ifllie  fad 
Out  of  their  garden,  exiled  and  difgraced. 

And  therefore  knowledge  hath  two  hands  : with  one 
Prefled  to  her  prifoned  heart  that  mourns  and  yearns 
She  guards  her  firftborn  joy  and  fhares  with  none  ; 

But  with  her  bufy  right  fhe  moves  and  turns 
All  tangible  things,  or  gazing  on  the  fun 
Shades  her  adventurous  eye  and  ever  learns. 
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O MY  life’s  niifchief,  once  my  love’s  delight. 

That  drew’fl  a mortgage  on  my  heart’s  eftate, 
Whofe  baneful  claufe  is  never  out  of  date. 

Nor  can  avenging  time  reftore  my  right : 

Whom  firft  to  lofe  founded  that  note  of  fpite 
Whereto  my  doleful  days  were  tuned  by  fate  : 

That  art  the  well-loved  caufe  of  all  my  hate. 

The  fun  whofe  wandering  makes  my  hopelefs  night 

Thou  being  in  all  my  lacking  all  I lack. 

It  is  thy  goodnefs  turns  my  grace  to  crime,  - 
Thy  fleetnefs  from  my  goal  which  holds  me  back : 
Wherefore  my  feet  go  out  of  ftep  with  time. 

My  very  grafp  of  life  is  old  and  flack 
And  even  my  paflion  falters  in  my  rhyme; 
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At  times  with  hurried  hoofs  and  fcattering  duft 
I race  by  field  or  highway,  and  my  horfe 
Spare  not  but  urge  dired  in  headlong  courfe 
Vnto  fome  fair  far  hill  .that  gain  I muft : 

But  near  arrived  the  vifion  foon  miftruft, 

Rein  in  and  ftand  as  one  who  fees  the  fpurce 
Of  ftrong  illufion,  (haming  thought  to  force 
From  ofF  his  mind  the  foil  of  paflion’s  guft. 

My  brow  I bare  then  and  with  flackened  fpeed 
Can  view  the  country  pleafant  on  all  fides 
And  to  kind  falutation  give  good  heed. 

I ride  as  one  who  for  his  pleafure  rides 
And  ftroke  the  neck  of  my  delighted  fteed 
And  feek  what  cheer  the  village  inn  provides. 
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An  idle  June  day  on  the  funny  Thames, 

Floating  or  rowing  as  our  fancy  led, 

Now  lillening  to  fweet  things  the  young  birds  faid 
And  choofing  now  a nofegay  from  the  gems 
That  ftar  the  embroidery  of  the  bank  that  hems 
The  current  that  our  skiff  from  Henley  fped 
To  where  the  Cliefden  woods  o’er  Maidenhead 
Bar  its  ilill  furface  with  their  mirrored  ftems. 

I would  have  life — thou  faidft — all  as  this  day. 
Simple  enjoyment  calm  in  its  excefs. 

With  not  a grief  to  cloud  and  not  a ray 
Of  paflion  overhot  my  peace  to  opprefs  : 

With  no  ambition  to  reproach  delay. 

Nor  rapture  to  difturbits  happinefs. 
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Whether  it  be  happinefs  to  have  enough' 

And  fear  no  want  while  moft  are  poorly  fed. 

To  bring  untired  limbs  to  an  eafy  bed 
While  any  workman’s  couch  is  cold  and  rough  : 
And  whether  honour  be  of  fuch  dull  ftufF 
As  likes  the  peace  for  which  a brother  bled. 
And  virtue  yet  untried  in  comfort  bred 
Can  know  her  name  and  feel  no  felf-rebufF : 

Or  if  to  yield  themfelves  to  worfe  and  worfe 
Were  truly  folace  for  the  hearts  that  chafe — 
Since  their  nobility  would  choofe  the  curfe 
Rather  to  be  than  once  deride  the  waif, 

Or  hear  the  laugh — O blame  not  my  poor  verfe 
That  it  is  fad  while  comfort  ftill  is  fafe. 
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A MAN  that  fees  by  chance  his  pidure,  made 
As  once  a child  he  was,  handling  fome  toy. 

Will  gaze  to  find  his  fpirit  within  the  boy. 

Yet  hath  no  fecret  with  the  foul  pourtrayed  : 

He  cannot  think  the  fimple  thought  which  played 
Vpon  thofe  features  then  fo  frank  and  coy  : 

’Tis  his,  yet  oh  I not  his : and  o’er  the  joy 
His  fatherly  pity  bends  in  tears  difmayed. 

Proud  of  his  prime  maybe  he  ftand  at  beft 
And  lightly  wear  his  ftrength  or  aim  it  high^ 
Moft  matter  now  of  all  he  e’er  poflett  : 

Yet  in  the  pidured  face  a charm  doth  lie. 

The  one  thing  lott  more  worth  than  all  the  rett. 
Which  feeing  he  fears  to  fay  This  child  ‘was  J. 


XLIV 


Tears  of  love,  tears  of  joy  and  tears  of  care. 
Comforting  tears  that  fell  uncomforted. 

Tears  o’er  the  new-born,  tears  befide  the  dead. 

Tears  of  hope,  pride  and  pity,  truft  and  prayer  : 

Te^s  of  contrition,  all  tears  whatfoe’er. 

Of  tendernefs  or  kindnefs  had  fhe  Ihed 
Who  here  is  pidtured,  ere  upon  her  head 
The  fine  gold  might  be  turned  to  filver  there. 

The  fmile  that  charmed  the  father  hath  given  place 
Vnto  the  furrowed  care  wrought  by  the  fon  : 

But  virtue  hath  transformed  all  change  to  grace. 

So  that  I praife  the  artift  who  hath  done 

A portrait  for  my  worfhip  of  the  face 

Won  by  the  heart  my  father’s  heart  that  won,  ^ 
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If  I could  but  forget  and  not  recall 
So  well  my  time  of  pleafure  and  of  play 
When  ancient  nature  was  all  new  and  gay 
Light  as  the  fafhion  that  doth  laft  enthrall : 

Ah  mighty  nature,  when  my  heart  was  fmall 
Nor  dreamed  what  fearful  fearchings  underlay 
iThe  flowers  and  leafy  ecftafy  of  may. 

The  breathing  fummer  floth,  the  fcented  fall. 

Could  I forget,  then  were  the  light  not  hard. 
Prefled  in  the  melee  of  accurled  things. 

Having  fuch  help  in  love  and  fuch  reward  : 

But  that  ^tis  I who  once — "tis  this  that  flings— 
Once  dwelt  within  the  gate  that  angels  guard. 
Where  yet  Fd  be  had  I but  heavenly  wings. 
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When  I fee  childliood  on  the  threlliold  deize 
The  prize  of  life  from  age  and  likelihood, 

I mourn  time’s  change  that  will  not  be  withftood, 
Thinking  how  Chrift  faid  Be  like  one  of  thefe. 

For  in  the  foreft  among  many  trees 
Scarce  one  in  all  is  found  that  hath  made  good 
The  virgin  pattern  of  its  flender  wood 
That  courtefied  in  joy  to  every  breeze  : 

But  fcathed,  but  knotted  trunks  that  raife  on  high 
Their  arms  in  ftifF  contortion,  ftrained  and  bare : 
Whofe  crowns  in  patriarchal  forrow  figh. 

So  little  children  ye — nay  nay,  ye  ne^er 

From  me  lhall  learn  how  fure  the  change  and  nigh 

When  ye  fhall  (hare  our  ftrength  and  mourn  to  fhaic. 


XLVII 


■\  T THEN  parched  with  thirft,  aflray  on  fultry  fands 
The  traveller  faints,  upon  his  clofing  ear 
Steals  a fantaftic  mufic  : he  may  hear 
The  babbling  fountain  of  his  native  land. 

Before  his  eyes  the  vifion  feems  to  ftand 
Where  at  its  terraced  brink  the  maids  appear 
Who  fill  their  deep  urns  at  its  waters  clear 
And  not  refiife  the  help  of  lover’s  hand. 

O cruel  jell — he  cries,  as  fome  one  flings 
The  fparkling  drops  in  fport  or  fhew  of  ire — 

O fhamelefs,  O contempt  of  holy  things. 

But  never  of  their  wanton  play  they  tire 
As  not  athirfi:  they  fit  befide  the  fprings 
While  Jhe  muft  quench  in  death  his  loft  defire. 
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The  image  of  thy  love,  rifmg  on  dark 
And  defperate  days  above  my  fullen  fea 
Wakens  again  frefli  hope  and  peace  in  me, 
Gleaming  above  upon  my  groaning  bark. 
Whatever  my  forrow  be  I then  may  hark 
A loving  voice  : whatever  my  terror  be 
This  heavenly  comfort  ftill  I win  from  thee 
To  fhine  my  lodeftar  that  wert  once  my  mark. 

Prodigal  nature  makes  us  but  to  tafte 
One  perfed  joy,  which  given  (lie  niggard  grows 
And  left  her  precious  gift  fliould  run  to  wafte 
Adds  to  its  lofs  a thoufand  lefter  woes  : 

So  to  the  memory  of  the  gift  that  graced 

Her  hand,  her  gracelefs  hand  more  grace  beftows. 
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1 WILL  not  marry  thee,  fweet  Hope — I faid — 

For  all  thy  beauty  nor  thy  promife  fworn  : 

Tho’  thou  the  dayfpring  pledge,  and  rofy  morn 
Already  captive  in  thy  train  haft  led. 

No  clouded  terror  o’er  the  fun  is  fpread. 

No  noonday  darknefs  like  of  love  outworn  : 

The  cold  ftar  on  his  fliining  orbit  borne 
With  all  his  valleys  dry,  his  verdure  dead. 

Nor  haft  thou  any  power  to  thruft  afide 
Fate’s  cruel  hand,  nor  any  refuge  fhewn 
Where  comfort lefs  my  widowed  fhame  could  hide. 
For  me—in  my  cold  fepulchre  Fd  groan 
Hearing  men  fay,  See  Hope^  fo  late  love's  bride ^ 
Whom  ftovj  this  vain  Ambition  has  made  his  ovjn. 
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In  this  neglected,  ruined  edilice 
Of  works  unperfetSted  and  broken  fchemes, 
Where  is  the  promife  of  my  early  dreams. 

The  fmile  of  beauty  and  the  pearl  of  price  ? 

No  charm  is  left  now  that  could  once  entice 
Wind-wavering  fortune  from  her  golden  Itreams, 
And  full  in  flight  decrepit  purpofe  feems 
Trailing  the  banner  of  his  old  device., 

Within  the  houfe  a frore  and  numbing  air 
Has  chilled  endeavour  : fickly  memories  reign 
In  every  room  and  ghofts  are  on  the  flair  : 

And  hope  behind  the  dully  window-pane 
Watches  the  days  go  by,  and  half  aware 
Foiecafls  her  lafl  reproach  and  mortal  flain. 
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Once  I would  fay,  before  thy  vifion  came. 

My  joy^  my  life^  my  love^  and  with  fome  kind 
Of  knowledge  fpeak  and  think  I knew  my  mind 
Of  heaven  and  hope,  and  each  word  hit  its  aim. 
Whatever  their  founds  be,  now  all  mean  the  fame^ 
Denoting  each  the  fair  1 cannot  find  : 

Or  if  I fay  them  ’tis  as  one  long  blind 
Forgets  what  fights  they  were  he  ufed  to  name. 

Now  if  men  fpeak  of  love  ’tis  not  my  love 
Nor  are  their  hopes  nor  joys  mine,  nor  the  life 
They  choofe  for  praife  the  life  I reckon  of : 

Nay  tho’  they  turn  from  houfe  and  child  and  wife 
And  felf,  and  in  the  thought  of  heaven  above 
Hold,  as  do  I,  all  mortal  things  at  ftrife. 
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Since  then  ^tis  only  pity  looking  back. 

Fear  looking  forward,  and  the  bufy  mind 
Will  in  one  woeful  moment  more  upwind 
Than  lifelong  years  unroll  of  bitter  or  black  : 
What  is  man’s  privilege,  his  hoarding  knack 
Of  memory  with  foreboding  fo  combined. 
Whereby  he  comes  to  dream  he  hath  of  kind 
The  perpetuity  which  all  things  lack  ? 

Which  but  to  hope  is  doubtful  joy,  to  have 
Being  a continuance  of  what,  alas. 

We  mourn  and  fcarcely  bear  with  to  the  grave  : 
Or  fomething  fo  unknown  that  it  o’erpafs 
The  thought  of  comfort : and  the  fenfe  that  gave 
Cannot  confider  it  thro’  any  glafs. 
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Come  gentle  fleep,  I woo  thee  : come  and  take 
Not  now  the  child  into  thine  arms,  from  fright 
Compofed  by  drowfy  tune  and  lhaded  light. 

Whom  ignorant  of  thee  thou  didll  nurfe  and  make 
NOr  now  the  boy  who  fcorned  thee  for  the  fake 
Of  growing  knowledge  or  myfterious  night, 

Tho*  with  fatigue  thou  didft  his  limbs  invite 
And  heavily  weigh  the  eyes  he  ftrove  to  wake  : 

No,  nor  the  man  fevere  who  from  his  beft 
Failing,  alert  fled  to  thee,  that  his  breath. 

Blood,  force  and  fire  fliould  come  at  morn  redreft : 
But  me,  from  whom  thy  comfort  tarrieth. 

For  all  my  wakeful  prayer  fent  without  reft 
To  thee,  O fliew  and  fhadow  of  my  death. 
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y ET  man  lament  his  lot  and  then  lament 
That  he  muft  fo  lament  and  then  complain 
That  all  his  lamentations  are  in  vain : 

His  tears  betray  his  true  afFedion’s  bent. 

For  liefeft  love  firft  falls  to  difcontent ; 

As  they  who  beft  know  health  will  rage  at  pain 
And  pine  beyond  their  ficknefs  to  regain 
Their  treafure  treafured  moft  when  loft  or  fpent. 

Which  being  in  them  a dolour,  none  the  lefs 
Infpires  the  cries  of  prime.  The  truly  fad 
Are  dumb  : and  they  but  honour  happinefs 
Who  hanker  after  joys  that  once  they  had  : 

Or  furfeited  of  fweets  turn  and  confefs 
Their  pleafure  is  to  be  no  longer  glad. 
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The  fpirit’s  eager  fenfe  for  fad  or  gay 
Filleth  with  what  he  will  our  veflel  full : 

Be  joy  his  bent,  he  waiteth  not  joy’s  day 
But  like  a child  at  any  toy  will  pull : 

If  forrow,  he  will  mourn  for  fancy’s  fake 
And  fpoil  heaven’s  plenty  with  forbidden  care. 
What  fortune  mod:  denies  we  Have  to  take  : 
Nor  can  fate  load  us  more  than  we  can  bear.. 

And  fince  in  having  pleafure  difappeareth. 
He  who  hath  leaif  in  hand  hath  moft  at  heart 
While  he  keep  hope  : as  he  who  alway  feareth 
A grief  that  never  comes  hath  ilill  the  fmart  : 
And  worfe  than  true  is  fuch  unreal  diftrefs 
For  when  God  fendeth  forrow,  it  doth  blefs,. 
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The  world  comes  not  to  an  end  : her  city-hives 
Swarm  with  the  tokens  of  a changelefs  trade. 

With  rolling  wheel,  driver  and  flagging  jade. 

Rich  men  and  beggars,  children,  priefts  and  wives. 
New  homes  on  old  are  fet  as  lives  on  lives. 
Invention  with  invention  overlaid  : 

But  ftill  or  tool  or  toy  or  book  or  blade 

Shaped  for  the  hand  that  holds  and  toils  and  Arrives, 

The  men  I meet  work  as  their  fathers  wrought 
With  little  bettered  means  : for  works  depend 
On  works  and  overlap,  and  thought  on  thought. 

And  thro’  all  change  the  fmiles  of  hope  amend 
The  weariefl:  face,  the  fame  love  changed  in  nought 
In  this  thing  too  the  world  comes  not  to  an  end, 
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Since  in  the  love  of  Chrift  my  enterprife 
To  do  thee  honour  groweth  day  by  day. 

And  with  the  growth  of  love  the  words  I fay 
Are  daily  worthier  of  thee  and  more  wife  : 
Like  a rich  Jew  I book  my  merchandife 
In  faireft  hand  and  hoard  my  gains  away. 
Counting  the  hours  ere  I fliall  quite  repay 
More  than  the  full  account  againft  me  lies. 

But  not  the  joy  : alas  I in  my  grave 
Shall  be  and  thou  in  thine  ere  this  befal : 
’Tis  but  a memory  my  verfe  can  fave. 

Of  this  my  wealth  too  if  I give  thee  all 
Sorrow  for  pleafure  pay  I,  and  I crave 
A loan  of  time  that  flies  beyond  recall. 
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0 MY  uncared-for  fongs  what  are  ye  worth. 
That  in  my  fecret  book  with  fo  much  care 

1 write  you,  this  one  here  and  that  one  there,, 
Marking  the  time  and  order  of  your  birth  ? 

How,  with  a fancy  fo  unkind  to  mirth, 

A fenfe  fo  hard,  a ftyle  fo  worn  and  bare. 

Look  ye  for  any  welcome  anywhere 
From  any  flielf  ox  heart^home  on  the  earth  ? 

Should  others  ask  you  this,  fay  then  I yearned 
To  write  you  fuch  as  once,  when  I was  young, 
Finding  I fhould  have  loved  and  thereto  turned. 
^Twere  fomething  yet  to  live  again  among 
The  gentle  youth  beloved  and  where  I learned 
My  art  be  there  remembered  for  my  fong. 
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Who  takes  the  cenfus  of  the  living  dead. 

Ere  the  day  come  when  memory  (hall  o’ercrowd 
The  kingdom  of  their  fame,  and  for  that  proud 
And  airy  people  find  no  room  nor  ftead  ? 

Ere  hoarding  Time,  that  ever  thrufteth  back 
The  faireft  treafures  of  his  ancient  ftore. 

Better  with  beft  confound,  fo  he  may  pack 
His  greedy  gatherings  clofer,  more  and  more  ? 

Let  the  true  Mufe  rewrite  her  fullied  page 
And  purge  her  ftory  of  the  men  of  hate. 

That  they  go  dirgelefs  down  to  Satan’s  rage 
With  all  elfe  foul  deformed  and  mifcreate  : 

She  hath  full  toil  to  keep  the  names  we  love 
Honoured  on  earth  as  they  are  bright  above. 
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i HEARD  great  *He<5tor  founding  war’s  alarms 
Where  thro’  the  liftlefs  ghofts  chiding  he  ftrode, 

As  tho’  the  Greeks  befieged  his  laft  abode, 

And  he  his  Troy’s  hope  ftill,  her  king  at  arms, 
j3ut  on  thofe  gentle  meads  where  nothing  harms 
And  purpofe  perifhes,  his  paffion  glowed 
Like  the  cold  nightworm’s  candle  nor  fcarce  fhewed 
The  heart  death  kills  not  quite  nor  Lethe  charms. 

’Twas  plain  to  read  even  by  thofe  lhadows  quaint, 
How  rude  cataftrophe  had  dimmed  his  day 
And  blighted  all  his  cheer  with  ftern  complaint. 

To  arms ! to  arms ! what  more  the  voice  would  fay 
Was  fwallowed  in  the  valleys  and  grew  faint 
Vpon  the  thin  air  as  he  paffed  away; 


LXI 


jJI^INCE  peace  came  down  to  me,  I well  know  whence, 
^ O perfe6ted  and  happy  fpirit,  ""twas  fped  : 

And  who  did  lead  me  whither  I was  led. 

Drawn  by  (weet  airs  and  plaintive  innocence. 

So  loft  when  thou  didft  feem  departing  hence, 

I too  enrolled  myfelf  among  the  dead 
And  left  my  home  of  homes  unvifited^ 

Exiled  from  memory  for  my  woe’s  defence; 

But  fee  the  doors  faft  ftiut  by  grief  and  pride. 

Reopened : fee  kind  peace  returned  in  fpite 
Of  this  fad  heart  which  thee  fo  long  denied  : 

For  thou  my  joy,  whatever,  or  day  or  night, 

I think  or  do,  again  art  by  my  fide. 

My  loft  and  won,  my  treafure  and  life’s  delight; 


ixri 


Sweet  fleep,  dear  unadorned  bride  of  toil, 

Whom  in  the  dusk  of  night  men’s  bodies  low 
Lie  to  receive,  and  thy  loved  coming  know, 

Clofing  the  cloudy  gate  on  day’s  turmoil : 

Thou  thro’  the  foft  ways  entereft  to  deifpoil 
The  ready  fpirit  and  on  worn  flefti  beftow 
Such  comfort  as  thro’  trembling  fouls  will  flow 
When  God’s  Welldone  doth  all  their  fins  afloil. 

Thought  loofeth  at  thy  touch  her  troubled  hold. 
Hand,  eye  and  ear  fail,  and  the  world’s -fair  Ihow 
Is  blotted  clean  : or  then  thou  mayft  unfold — 
Brightening  the  hours  of  fure  renewal  flow — 

Thy  carelefs  pageantries,  pidures  untold, 

Joys  which  the  tasking  fun  melteth  like  (now. 
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Since  not  the  enamoured  fun  with  glance  more  fond 
Kifles  the  foliage  of  his  facred  tree. 

Than  doth  my  waking  thought  arife  on  thee. 

Loving  none  near  thee,  like  thee  nor  beyond  : 

Nay  fince  1 am  fworn  thy  flave  and  in  the  bond 
Is  writ  my  promife  of  eternity  : 

Since  to  fuch  high  hope  thou’ft  encouraged  me 
That  if  thou  look  but  from  me  I defpond  : 

Since  thou’rt  my  all  in  all,  O think  of  this 
Think  of  the  dedication  of  my  youth  : 

Think  of  my  loyalty,  my  joy,  my  blifs  : 

Think  of  my  forrow,  my  defpair  and  ruth. 

My  fheer  annihilation  if  I mifs  : 

Think — if  thou  fliouldft  be  falfe — think  of  thy  truth. 
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These  meagre  rhymes  which  a returning  mood 
Sometimes  o’errateth,  I as  oft  defpife  : 

And  knowing  them  illnatured,  ftifF  and  rude. 
See  them  as  others  with  contemptuous  eyes. 

Nay  and  I wonder  lefs  at  God’s  refpedt 
For  man,  a minim  jot  in  time  and  fpace. 

Than  at  the  foaring  faith  of  His  eledt. 

That  gift  of  gifts,  the  comfort  of  His  grace. 

O work  unfearchable,  O heavenly  love, 

Moft  infinitely  tender,  fo  to  touch 

The  work  that  we  can  meanly  reckon  of : 

Surely — I fay — we  are  favoured  overmuch. 

But  of  this  wonder,  what  doth  moft  amaze 
Is  that  we  know  our  love  is  held  for  praife. 
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Beavty  fat  with  me  all  the  fummer  day, 

Awaiting  the  fare  triumph  of  her  eye  : 

Nor  marked  I till  we  parted  how,  hard  by, 

Love  in  her  train  flood  ready  for  his  prey. 

She  as  too  proud  to  join  herfelf  the  fray, 

Trufting  too  much  to  her  divine  ally. 

When  Ihe  faw  vidlory  tarry  chid  him — “Why 
Doll  thou  not  at  one  llroke  this  rebel  flay 

Then  generous  Love  who  holds  my  heart  in  fee 
Told  of  our  ancient  truce  : fo  from  the  fight 
We  llraight  withdrew  our  forces,  all  the  three. 
Baffled  but  not  diflieartened  flie  took  flight. 
Scheming  new  tadlics  : Love  came  home  with  me 
And  prompts  my  meafured  verfes  as  I write. 
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In  autumn  moonlight  when  the  white  air  wan 
Is  fragrant  in  the  wake  of  fummer  hence 
""Tis  fweet  to  fit  entranced  and  mufe  thereon 
In  melancholy  and  godlike  indolence  : 

When  the  proud  fpirit  lulled  by  mortal  prime 
To  fond  pretence  of  immortality 
Vieweth  all  moments  from  the  birth  of  time. 

All  things  whatever  have  been  or  yet  fliall  be. 

And  like  the  garden  where  the  year  is  fpent. 

The  ruin  of  old  life  is  full  of  yearning. 

Mingling  poetic  rapture  of  lament 
With  flowers  and  funfliine  of  fpring’s  fure  returning 
Only  in  viflons  of  the  white  air  wan 
By  godlike  fancy  feized  and  dwelt  upon. 
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When  lirfl  I faw  thee,  deareft,  if  I fay 

The  fpells  that  conjure  back  the  hour  and  place. 

And  evermore  I look  upon  thy  face. 

As  in  the  fpring  of  years  long  pafled  away  : 

No  fading  of  thy  beauty’s  rich  array. 

No  detriment  of  age  on  thee  I trace. 

But  time’s  defeat  written  in  fpoils  of  grace. 
Robbed  from  the  rivals  thou  didft  pity  and  flay. 

So  hath  thy  growth  been,  thus  thy  faith  is  true, 
Vnchanged  in  change,  ifill  to  my  growing  fenfe, 
To  life’s  defire  the  fame,  and  nothing  new  : 

But  as  thou  wert  in  dream  and  prefcience 
At  love’s  arifing,  now  thou  ftandft  to  view 
In  the  broad  noon  of  his  magnificence. 
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' WAS  on  the  very  day  winter  took  leave 

Of  thofe  fair  fields  I love,  when  to  the  skies 
The  fragrant  Earth  was  fmiling  in  furprife 
At  that  her  heaven-defcended  quick  reprieve, 

I wandered  forth  my  forrow  to  relieve. 

Yet  walked  amid  fweet  pleafure  in  fuch  wife 
As  Adam  went  alone  in  Paradife, 

Before  God  of  His  pity  fafiiioned  Eve. 

And  out  of  tune  with  all  the  joy  around 
I laid  me  down  beneath  a flowering  tree 
And  o’er  my  fenfes  crept  a fleep  profound  : 

In  which  it  feemed  that  thou  wert  given  to  me, 
Rending  my  body  where  with  hurried  found 
I feel  my  heart  beat  when  I think  of  thee* 
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L>ove  that  I know,  love  I am  wife  in,  love 
My  ftrength,  my  pride,  my  grace,  my  skill  untaught. 
My  faith  here  upon  earth,  my  hope  above. 

My  contemplation  and  perpetual  thought : 

The  pleafure  of  my  fancy,  my  heart’s  fire. 

My  joy,  my  peace,  my  praife,  my  happy  theme. 

The  aim  of  all  my  doing,  my  defire 
Of  being,  my  life  by  day,  by  night  my  dream  : 

Love,  my  fweet  melancholy,  my  diffcrefs. 

My  pain,  my  doubt,  my  trouble,  my  defpair. 

My  only  folly  and  unhappinefs. 

And  in  my  carelefs  moments  ftill  my  care  : 

O love,  fweet  love,  earthly  love,  love  divine, 
Sayft  thou  to-day,  O love,  that  thou  art  mine  ? 
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The  dark  and  ferious  angel  who  fo  long 
Vexed  his  immortal  ftrength  in  charge  of  me 
Hath  fmiled  for  joy  and  fled  in  liberty 
To  take  his  paftime  with  the  peerlefs  throng. 

Oft  had  I done  his  noble  keeping  wrong. 
Wounding  his  heart  to  wonder  what  might  be 
God’s  purpofe  in  a foul  of  fuch  degree  : 

And  there  he  had  left  me  but  for  mandate  ftrong. 

But  feeing  thee  with  me  now,  his  task  at  clofe 
He  knoweth,  and  wherefore  he  was  bid  to  ffay 
And  work  confufion  of  fo  many  foes. 

The  thanks  he  looks  to  have  from  me  I pay. 

Yet  fear  fome  heavenly  envy  as  he  goes 
Vnto  what  great  reward  I cannot  fay. 
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Thovgh  others  love  Thee  lefs  I will  ftand  true. 

Nor  can  it  be  that  I fliould  ever  leave  Thee  : 

Thou  knowfl-  my  heart  and  if  it  could  deceive  Thee 
It  would  not  wrong  Thee  thus  as  others  do. 

I fpend  the  day  telling  my  vows  anew. 

And  hold  my  courage  ready  left  I grieve  Thee, 

And  count  my  words  left  chance  offence  bereave  Thee 
Of  one  poor  flieep  out  of  Thy  flock  fo  few  : 

And  call  on  Thee  my  Lord,  my  Strength,  my  Stay, 
That  if  I faint  or  fall  Thou  wilt  reftore  me 
And  feed  me  with  frefli  comfort  day  by  day. 

Nay  tho’  it  be  Thy  terrors  all  pafs  o’er  me 
Lo ! I will  fear  no  evil,  for  I Tay 
Surely  Thy  grace  'will  be  fuffi dent  for  me. 
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I WILL  be  what  God  made  me,  nor  proteft 
Againft  the  bent  of  genius  in  niy  time  : 

That  fcience  of  my  friends  robs  all  the  beft. 

While  I love  beauty  and  was  born  to  rhyme. 

Be  they  our  mighty  men  and  let  me  dwell 
In  fliadow  among  the  mighty  fliades  of  old, 

With  love’s  forfaken  palace  for  my  cell  : 

Whence  I look  forth  and  all  the  world  behold  : 

And  fay,  Thefe  better  days,  in  befl:  things  worfe. 
This  baftardy  of  time’s  magnificence, 

Will  mend  in  fafliion  and  throw  off  the  curfe, 

To  crown  new  love  with  higher  excellence. 

Curfed  tho’  I be  to  live  my  life  alone. 

My  toil  is  for  man’s  joy,  his  joy  my  own, 
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I LIVE  on  hope  and  that  I think  do  all 
Who  come  into  this  worlds  and  fmce  I fee 
Myfelf  in  fwim  with  fuch  good  company 
I take  my  comfort  whatfoe’er  befall. 

I abide  and  abide,  as  if  more  ftout  and  tall 
My  spirit  would  grow  by  waiting  like  a tree 
And  clear  of  others’  toil  it  pleafeth  me 
In  dreams  their  quick  ambition  to  foreftall. 

And  if  thro’  carelefs  eagernefs  I Aide 
To  fomc  accomplifliment,  I give  my  voice 
Still  to  defire  and  in  defire  abide. 

I have  no  flake  abroad  : if  I rejoice 
In  what  is  done  or  doing,  I confide 
Neither  to  friend  nor  foe  my  fecret  choice. 
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Ye  blefTed  faints  that  now  in  heaven  enjoy 
The  purchafe  of  thofe  tears  the  world’s  difdain, 

Doth  love  ftill  with  his  war  your  peace  annoy, 

,Or  hath  Death  freed  you  from  his  ancient  pain  ? 

Have  ye  no  fpringtide  and  no  burft  of  May 
In  flowers  and  leafy  trees,  when  folemn  night 
Pants  with  love  muflc,  and  the  holy  day 
Breaks  on  the  ear  with  fongs  of  heavenly  light  ? 

What  make  ye  and  what  ftrive  for  ? keep  ye  thought 
Of  us,  or  in  new  excellence  divine 
Is  old  forgot  : or  do  ye  count  for  naught 
What  the  Greek  did  and  what  the  Florentine  ? 

W e keep  your  memories  well : O in  your  fbore 
Live  not  our  befl  joys  treafured  evermore  ? 
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Ah  heavenly  joy  ! But  who  hath  ever  heard. 

Who  hath  feen  joy,  or  who  fhall  ever  find 

Joy’s  language  ? There  is  neither  fpeech  nor  word 

Nought  but  itfelf  to  teach  it  to  mankind. 

Scarce  in  our  twenty  thoufand  painful  days 
We  may  touch  fometliing : but  there  lives — beyond 
The  befl:  of  art,  or  nature’s  kindefl:  phafe — 

The  hope  whereof  our  fpirit  is  fain  and  fond  ; 

The  caufe  of  beauty  given  to  man’s  defires, 

Writ  in  the  exfpedtancy  of  fiarry  skies. 

The  faith  which  gloweth  in  our  fleeting  fires. 

The  aim  of  all  the  excellence  we  prize  : 

Which  but  to  love,  purfue  and  pray  for  well 
Maketb  earth  heaven,  and  to  forget  it,  hell. 
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My  wearied  heart,  whenever,  after  all. 

Its  loves  and  yearnings  fliall  be  told  complete. 
When  gentle  death  (hall  bid  it  ceafe  to  beat, 
And  From  all  dear  illuftons  difenthrall : 
However  then  thou  (halt  appear  to  call 
My  fearful  heart,  fince  down  at  others’  feet 
It  bade  me  kneel  fo  oft.  I’ll  not  retreat 
From  thee  nor  fear  before  thy  feet  to  fall. 

And  I fliall  fay  “ Receive  this  loving  heart 
Which  erred  in  forrow  only  : and  in  fin 
Took  no  delight : but  being  forced  apart 
From  thee,  without  thee  hoping  thee  to  win, 
Moft  prized  what  moft  thou  madefi:  as  thou  art 
On  earth,  till  heaven  were  open  to  enter  in,” 
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Dreary  was  winter,  wet  with  changeful  fting 
Of  clinging  fnowfall  and  faft-flying  froft  : 

And  bitterer  northwinds  then  withheld  the  fpring 
That  dallied  with  her  promife  till  ’twas  loft. 

A funlefs  and  half-hearted  fummer  drowned 
The  flowers  in  needful  and  unwelcomed  rain : 
And  Autumn  with  a fad  fmile  fled  uncrowned 
From  fruitlefs  orchards  and  unripened  grain. 

But  could  the  skies  of  this  moft  defolate  year 
In  its  laft  month  learn  with  our  love  to  glow. 
Men  yet  fhould  rank  its  cloudlefs  atmofphere 
Above  the  funfets  of  five  years  ago  : 

Of  my  great  praife  too  part  fhould  be  its  own. 
Now  reckoned  peerlefs  for  thy  love  alone. 


Lxxvin 


Away  now,  lovely  Mufe,  roam  and  be  free  : 

Our  commerce  ends  for  aye,  thy  task  is  done  : 

Tho’  to  win  thee  I left  all  elfe  unwon. 

Thou  whom  I moft  have  won  art  not  for  me. 

My  firft  delire,  thou  too  forgone  mull:  be. 

Thou  too  O much  lamented  now  tho’  none 
Will  turn  to  pity  thy  forfaken  fon. 

Nor  thy  divine  lifters  will  weep  for  thee. 

None  will  weep  for  thee  : thou  return,  O Mufe, 

To  thy  Sicilian  fields  : I once  have  been 
On  thy  loved  hills,  and  where  thou  firft  didlt  ufe 
Thy  fweetly  balanced  rhyine,  unthankful  queen. 

Have  plucked  and  v/reathed  thy  flowers  : but  do  thou  choofe 
Some  happier  brow  to  wear  thy  garlands  green. 


LXXIX 


Eternal  Father  who  didft  all  create. 

In  whom  we  live  and  to  whofe  bofom  move. 

To  all  men  be  Thy  name  known  which  is  Love, 
Till  its  loud  praifes  found  at  heaven’s  high  gate. 
Perfed:  Thy  kingdom  in  our  palling  ftate, 

That  here  on  earth  Thou  inayfl:  as  well  approve 
Our  fervice  as  Thou  owneft  tLeir’s  above 
Whofe  joy  we  echo  and  in  pain  await. 

Grant  body  and  foul  each  day  their  daily  bread 
And  fliould  in  fpite  of  grace  frelh  woe  begin. 
Even  as  our  anger  foon  is  pail  and  dead 
Be  Thy  remembrance  mortal  of  our  fin  : 

By  Thee  in  paths  of  peace  Thy  flieep  be  led, 
And  in  the  vale  of  terror  comforted. 


NOTE 


Sonnet  ^6 — The  argument  is  partly  from  Michael  Angelo\  Ma^ 
drigal  xjx. 

Sonnet  37 — From  Boccaccio. 

Sonnet  73 — Tartly  from  the  anonymous  Sonnet  No*  37^3  in  the 
Lihro  Beale  ^^lo  vivo  di  feranza*^^ 

Sonnet  74. — The  firH  four  lines  tranflated  fom  Michael  Ange- 
lovs Madrigal  ^^Beati  voi*^* 


